Dorji rummaged in his clothes for some little time, and
finally produced a sheet of paper folded m four

Andrei stretched out his hand

'Wait a minute/ repeated Doqi

He started rummaging again His smile had disappeared

Tve lost it/ he said

'Lost what?9

'The other half of it'

Andrei took the sheet of paper and unfolded it In-
stinctively, he went to the door to make sure it was shut.

'I tore it in two/ Dorji went on, 'in order to hide it
better I can't find the other half of it *

The six letters of the title drew Andrei's eyes Here
were the pot-bellied *D' and the double crossing of the
'AY with which he was so familiar He looked at the
date Thursday, February 10, 1921. Only six weeks ago
He felt as though centuries had elapsed since his arrival
in Urga The tinkling of the bells penetrated into the cell

'Do you know what this is9' asked Andrei

'Yes/ replied Doqi   'They told me  It's the Pravda '

Andrei glanced at the sleeves of his red robe, and felt
like laughing These sleeves, too long and too wide for
him, were irresistibly comical

'Just imagine a lama reading the Pravda |S he exclaimed

The paper was yellow and the ink was grey At the
folds he had to guess at the letters rather than decipher
them The lines of print leapt to Andrei's eyes The edi-
torial was entitled 'What Does This Mean?' Andrei read
the end of it

say to all our working-class comrades Beware of
excessive optimism Let us be ready for anything One
word more We want peace We are against anything
which would prolong the negotiations even by a second
But we must not let ourselves be despoiled We arenot going
to give our last shirts to Messrs Bnand and Pilsudski '